shaker filled it. Here the tension of the day would
relax. Even a tram ride was an adventure, occasion-
ally a shell would explode in one of the narrow
thoroughfares. Somehow one felt safer walking; the
closed and crowded trams gave one a trapped sensa-
tion.
Despite the ban on singing in caffe, the troops
would improvise on the old traditional songs, giving
them a new topical note. Franco and Hitler figured
largely and libellously. At ten all bars closed. The
cocktail shaker would disappear. In pkce of the
Perood and cognac glasses, the waiters would carry
mugs of hot cocoa to the refugees, who slept in the
large lounge now dosed to the public
Once in the sudden darkness of the Gran Via, all
sounds ceased. From the University City would
come a desultory crackle of rifle fire, strangely remote.
La the dark empty streets, one had a sensation of
being watched. Unexpectedly a dark cloaked figure
would step from the shadows, one would blink in the
sudden light of a torch. "Documentation!"
He would examine one's night-pass and papers,
salute and return to the blackness of the doorway.
Always a stage of the journey to the Embassy was the
St Anton prison, From its grimed stone walls, one
sensed a vibration from the misery within. Some-
times, a motor-coach would be drawn up outside
the entrance; Fascists would drive from here on
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